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Of darkness till it smiled !    I have oft heard
My mother Circe, with the Sirens three.
Amidst the flow'ry-kirtled Naiades,
Culling their potent herbs and baleful drugs.
Who as they sung, would take the prison'd soul,
And lap it in Elysium ; Scylla wept,
And chid her barking waves into attention,
And fell Charybdis murmur'd soft applause :
Yet they in pleasing slumber lull'd the sense,
And in sweet madness robb'd it of itself,
But such a sacred and home-felt delight,
Such sober certainty of waking bliss,
I never heard till now.    I'll speak to her.
And she shall be my queen.    Hail, foreign wonder!
Whom certain these rough shades did never breed.,
Unless the goddess that in rural shrine
Dwell'st here with Pan, or Sylvan, by blest song
Forbidding every bleak unkindly fog
To touch the prosp'rous growth of this tall wood.
Lady. Nay, gentle shepherd, ill is lost that praise
That is addressed to unattending ears ;
Not any boast of skill', but extreme shift
How to regain my severJd company,
CompelPd me to awake the courteous Echo
To give me answer from her mossy couch.

Camus. What chance, good lady, hath bereft

you thus ?

Lady. Dim darkness and this leafy labyrinth.
Comus. Could that divide you from near-usher-
ing guides ?

Lady. They left me weary on a grassy turf.
Comus, By falsehood, or discourtesy., or why ?
Lady. To sock i' th' valley some cool friendly

spring.
Comus. And left your fair side all unguarded,

lady ?
Lady. They were but twain, and purposed quick

return.
Cotnus. Perhaps forestalling Night prevented

them.

Lady. How easy my misfortune is to hit!
Comus. Imports their loan, beside the present

need ?
Lady. No less than if  I should my brothers

lose,
Comus, Were they of manly prime, or youthful

bloom ?

Lady. As smooth as Hebe's their unrazor'd lips.
Comus. Two such I saw, what time the labour'cl
In his loose traces from the furrow came,        [ox
And the swinkt hedger at his supper sat;
I saw them under a green mantling vine
That crawls along the side of yon small hill,
Plucking ripe clusters from the tender shoots.
Their port was more than human as they stood ;
I took it for a faery vision
Of some gay creatures of the element,
That in the colours of the rainbow live,
And play i' th' plighted clouds.    I was awe-struck
And as I pass'd, I worshipped ; if those you sock
It were a journey like the path to heaven,
To help you find them.

Lady. Gentle villager,
What readiest way would bring me to that place ?

Comus. Due west it rises from this shrubby point.

Lady. To find out that, good shepherd,! suppose,
n such a scant allowance of star-light,
Would over-task the best land-pilot's art,
Without the sure guess of well-practised feet.

Comus, I know each lane, and every alley green,
Dingle, or bushy dell of tins wild wood,
And every bosky bourn from side to side,
Vly daily walks and ancient neighbourhood ;
And if your stray attendants be yet lodged,
Or shroud within these limits, I shall know
Ere morrow wake, or the low-roosted lark
From her thatch'd pallet rouse ; if otherwise,
I can conduct you, lady, to a low
But loyal cottage, where you may be safe
Till further quest.

Lady. Shepherd, I take thy word,
And trust thy honest oiler1 d courtesy,
Which oft is sooner found in lowly sheds
With smoky rafters, than in tap'stry halls,
And courts of princes, where it first was named,
And yet is most pretended : in a place
Less warranted than this, or less secure,
I cannot be, that I should fear to change it.
Eye me, blest Providence, and square my trial
To my proportion'd strength.    Shepherd, lead on.

CHASTITY.

KHOM TtllC  SAMIS.

MY sister is not HO defenceless loft

AH you imagine ; she has a hidden strength

Which you remember not.

#                                    *                                    *                                      *U

'Tis Chastity, my brother, Chastity :

She that haw that is clad in complete stool,

And like a qnivcr'd nymph, with arrows koon,

May trace huge forests, and xmharbour'd heaths,

Infamous hills and sandy perilous wilds,

Where through the sacred rays of Chastity,

No navage fierce, bandit, or mountaineer,

Will dare to soil her virgin purity :

Yea there, where very desolation dwells,

By grots, and caverns whagpfd with horrid shades,

She may pass on with unbloncVd majesty,

Be it not done in pride, or iu presumption.

Some say no evil thing that walks by night,

In fog or fire, by lako or moorish fen,

Blue meagre hag, or stubborn unlaid ghost,

That breaks his magic chains at curfew time,

No goblin or swart fairy of the mine,

Hath hurtful power o'er true virginity.

Do ye believe me yet, or shall I call

Antiquity from the old schools of Greece,

To testify the arms of Chastity ?

Hence had the huntress Dian her dread how,

Fair silver-shafted queen, for ever chaste,

Wherewith she tamed the brinded lioness